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PART FIRST. 



INTEODUOTOEY, 
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THE DAWN OF LOVE. 



L 



(Enation. 




HEN God created tliis fair world of ours. 
Love dawned in beauty o'er its infant hours j 



That power Omnipotent sustains it still — 
Moved, as created, by the Sovereign will : 
An emanation from th^ Eternal Mind, 
Of diverse things harmoniously combined ; 
Of soul and substance blent and interwove, 
A hidden mystery of creative Love ! 

wondrous rolling world ! Man^s birthplace and his 
tomb. 

Who shall make plain thy past, or who foretell thy 



doom? 




THE DAWN OF LOVE. 




11. 



HILE yet the smiling world was blest and 
young, 

The joyful morning-stars together sung. 
And all the heavenly hosts with ardour strove 
To render glorious the great Song of Love. 
Love dawned with light upon the new-bom earth. 
To man it came with Woman's marvellous birth. 
The fair creation bursting on his sight — 
A second self — ^his life — his love — his light ! 
And swifter than the spark through air or ocean flies, 
fiach soul embraced the other through love-meeting eyes. 
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THE DAWN OF LOVE. 



in. 



'Mt (Sift xif %o\^L 

HEN all th' attendant stars still louder sung. 
And clearer still the pealing echoes rung. 



While herald-angels joined the lofty strain, 



And cherub-voices chanted this refrain : — 




(C 



Eejoice ! oh, earth, rejoice ! to you is giv'n 



The Gift of Love, the power that rules in heav'n." 
Lulled by such strains, our parents sank to rest, 
In Love's sweet innocence supremely blest : 
Oh, Love ! young Love ! sublimely potent at thy birth. 
How soon thy primal glory passed away from earth ! 
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THE DAWN OF LOVK. 



IV. 



^emptetion. 




HE envious Tempter, wreathed in gilded 
smiles. 



Overcame the trusting Eve with cunning wiles r 
Smooth, honied words, as dangerous now as then 
To gentle women — or to sterner men. 
The mom beheld them pure, as they the morn. 
But ere the evening came, their Love was shorn 
Of all its blissful dreams of soft delight. 
And wailings only smote the ear of night. 
Alas 1 that night so foul should such a morn succeed. 



Anight so fraught with doom — to all mankind decreed. 
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THE DAWN OF LOVE. 



V. 



Salbi^tbrn 




ET ever blessed be His holy name 

Who ever was, and is, in Love, the same ; 
The Maker, God, hope's only source and end. 
Of all mankind the Father and the Friend. 
Ev'n in that hour when Disobedience stood 
Before Him in despair's most abject mood, 
Ev'n then, while they stood stricken by His frown. 
From heav'n He gazed compassionately down : 
Emmanuel, God the Son, wept then o'er fallen man. 
Whose great Salvation at his wretched Fall began. 
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THE DAWN OF LOVE. 



VI. 



JjJropitiation. 




HOUGH of its pristine purity bereft. 

Love proved the wanderers' solace when 



they left 
Fair Eden's beauteous garden fiu* behind — 
Their future cheerless — hopeless — undefined — 
Yet never more might they on earth renew 
The bright and sinless joys which once they knew. 
Nor should the coming myriads of their race 
E' er taste of such but by the Saviour's grace : 
Through intervening ages — Love's sweet odours rise 



From Christ the all-in-one atoning Sacrifice ! 
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THE DAWN OF LOVE. 



VII. 



%hz H&mvAxtvJi attb %xnL 




BT such the wondrous Love of God to man. 
So fraught with mercy His harmonious plan. 



That glimpses of the Beautiful and True, 
In earthly Love, dawn still upon his view : 
What indications of pure bliss he feels 



When tender woman first her love reveals — 



When through his bosom steals that heavenly flame 
Which first, with Eve, to man in Eden came ! 
Yet deem not that unbridled passion-gust the same 
Which madly hurries on devoid of sense or shame. 
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THE DAWN OP LOVE. 




vni. 

MPERIOUS Canute vainly bade the sea 
Advance no wave upon his royalty ; 
As vainly may we strive to limit Love, 
Free as the winds o'er all the world to rove ! 
Love dareth all things while in hope it lives. 
Each fresh encounter but fresh courage gives ; 
Is oft the strongest when 'tis sorest tried. 
For Love not always is to Love allied. 
All hail ! thou precious gift, that gladd'neth prince and 



peer; 



And o'er the peasant showers those joys that life endear ! 
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THE DAWN OF LOVE. 




IX. 



OVE'S greatest empire is the world of mind. 
Yet not to that alone is it confined : 
The herds of cattle browsing on the mead 
Feel that a loving power supplies their need ; 
The birds that gaily wanton in the air 
Seem conscious of its bounty everywhere : 
The trees that bud and blossom in the spring. 
And every plant, and flower, and living thing. 
Are by Love's universal providence sustained — 
By it their life is giv'n, promoted, and retained. 



17 




THE DAWN OP LOVE. 



V 




X. 

OVE is the same throughout each varying 
clime. 

If not so pure as at the birth of time ; 
On sultry plains; or 'neath our northern skies. 
Where heath-clad mountains, proudly towering, rise ; 
^Midst Lapland snows ; or where the olive blooms. 
Or fragrant myrtle all the air perfumes ; 
Amongst the mighty forests of the west. 
On deserts stretching wide, and prairies vast ; 
Above, below, near, distant — ^breathing everywhere — 
Love seometh human limits, boundless as the air ! 
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THE DAWN OP LOVE. 



XI. 




S mountain-plants survive the winter^s blast 
Though on a scanty soil their lot be cast. 



So Woman's love is strengthened by her fears. 
And thrives apace on showers of dewy tears : 
Through storms of doubt, its roots more firmly cling. 
Till Faith's endurance full fruition bring : 
Faith, Hope, and Love, united, brave the worst. 
And smile when tempests in wild fiiry burst : 
Dower'd with these priceless gifts, a gentle woman's 



heart 

Will struggle on through years that little joy impart. 
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PART SECOND. 



PASTOR'S STOET. 




THE DAWN OF LOVE. 



XII. 




3ln SngliBh IBillagt. 

PON a hill that slopes towards the sea 
On Devon's coast^ a quiet community 



Of simple people dwell, and proudly own 
A wealth of nestling cottages overgrown 
With roses, creeping plants, and sweet wild flowers — 
A smiling fairy-land of lovely bowers. 
Beside the venerable village church 
There is a tomb — close by the ivied porch — 
Regarding which the afifed pastor, eloquent as old. 
Hath oft the following true, yet simple story told : — 
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THE DAWN OP LOVE. 



XIII. 



^he Mtdinq. 



<e 




E met her not upon the daisied wold. 
Nor on the brooray knoll of tufted gold ; 



Not by the heath-clad hill_, or mountain grey. 
Nor in the glen where leaping streamlets play ; 
Not ^midst the forest^s leafy solitude. 
On whose dim shades of silence few intrude ; 
Nor by the wild, romantic, rocky shore. 
Whose caves reverberate old ocean^s roar ; 
But 'midst a dusty city's busy, toiling din. 
Where those are most esteemed who most of gold can 



win. 
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THE DAWN OP LOVE. 



XIV. 




Jcmale JricnliBhip. 

T chanced upon a general holiday, 

Giv*n up by most to mirth and revelry. 



That Nye, with quiet step, her way did wend 
To visit Jane — a sick, bedridden friend. 
Together they had spent Life's early day. 
At school, a-field, at home, or healthful play ; 
And womanhood had ripen'd the esteem 
That shed its joys o'er childhood's happy dream ; 
But sickness long had laid on Jane its heavy hand. 
And now had almost spent Life's unretuming sand. 
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THE DAWN OF LOVE. 



XV. 




^ht WiBtxpUnt oi Sufttxinq. 



IGHT after nighty beside her couch, had 

Nye 



Watched with a throbbing heart and tearful eye ; 
She smoothed the restless pillow suffering made. 
Or of the meek and lowly Jesus read, 
Till His unbounded Love dropt balmy peace 
O^er the rapt listener, sighing for release- 



Yet placidly resigned, till God^s unerring will 
Should bid the troublous waves of Life be still : 
Faith softens suff'ring^s discipline, and points the way 
To everlasting rest and Heav'n^s eternal day ! 
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TUE PAWN or LOVE. 



XVI. 




Jl 39oliba!;. 



HE streets were lined with crowds on 



pleasure bent, 



From whom the deaf ning din of merriment 



Arose in waves of inharmonious sound 



That fell on sober cars with rude rebound. 



The clashing uproar sorely frightenM Nye, 
As through the motley throng, with startled eye 
And hesitating step, she strove to thread 
Her timid way, and little progress made. 
Until a close observer modestly drew near. 



\ 



And kindly proflFered her his aid a path to clear. 
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TOE DAWN OF LOVE. 



XVII. 




%obt'B Eloquence. 

HTJS Cnthbert met his simple, truthfnl 

Nye, 



Dowered with a loving heart : her lustrous eye 

Spake more, in one bright glance, than he had read 

In all those books of bygone years which fed 

His soul with gems of rich poetic lore — 

Strewing Love's lights and shadows Life before. 

His Lalla Rookh well worn and thumbed I ween, 

So his Endymion and his Faery Queen ; 

Still, with a mightier influence, taking firmer hold, 

Her look, more eloquent, him greater marvels told. 
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THE DAWN OP LOVK. 



XVllI. 




HE youth was poor, and portionless the 
maid^ 



Both busy workers in the hive of trade ; 
And so inured to its incessant toil. 
That one brief day^s release seemed a rich spoil 
Snatched from the swarming battle-field of Life, 
Where, hour by hour, unequal to the strife. 
Thousands of hearts are crushed and trampled down. 
While ardent souls are panting for renown — 
For wealth or glory — or the dazzling crown of song — 
Or Lovers blest consummation, lopt, though promised 



long. 
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THE DAWN OF LOVE. 



XIX. 



<t 




%ot}t'B (ttndzBBmt. 



IS heart's pulsations quickenM as he gazed^ 
Fondly en wrapt, bewildered and amazed ; 



And as the tell-tale blood his face overspread. 
An eye more skilled than her^s might there have read 
His soul's confession, that, untaught by art, 
Unbidden, strove its story to impart — 
Writ in that honest language of the eyes 
Which seeks no refuge in a base disguise : 
How pure and bright, young Love, thine emanations be. 
Like streamings of the dawn upon a summer sea ! 
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THE DAWN OF LOVE. 



XX. 




HESE, the first oflPnDgs of his ripenM 
youth. 



Boro every stamp of honest, manly truth. 
And, sparkling in the rays of hope^s sweet beam — 
That still the fairest to youth^s vision seem — 
Flowed forth to meet her Lovers advancing light. 
Softly subdued, yet beautifully bright : 
Chaste as the radiance of the lady-moon 
When she illumines night^s unclouded noon : 
But soon her downcast eyes strove his fond looks to shun, 



Like flowers whose petals close beneath the noonday sun. 
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XXI. 



%Ot^t'B hltttCOUXBZ. 



(< \m iiiHiiMi^Mirn 




T length they passed the crowded thorough- 
fare^ 



To revel in the fresh suburban air ; 
And so congenial found the intercourse 
Created thus by chance, or simple force 
Of circumstance, that hedges snowy white 
With hawthorn blossoms, and fair fields bedight 
With blooming wild flowers, met their welcome gaze 
Before they paused — to take their separate ways : 
She to the lowly cot in sight of which they'd come. 
He to his widoVd mother's humble attic home. 
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XXII. 



{< 




HEY parted, as old friends are wont to part. 
Fully conversant with each other's heart : 



Their talk had been of glorious poesy. 

Of legends old, steeped in the lore of chivalry — 

Such as were told by Spenser, Hogg, and Scott : 

Of brilliant gems like those.dear Herbert wrote ; 

Of mighty Shakspere, everything by turns, 

And Scotland's loved and wide-world-worshipp'd 



Burns :- 



With other stars of song that shine with lesser light. 



Yet fill the world of mind with music and delight. 
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THE DAWN OP LOVE. 



XXIII. 




©lb Smigs- 

AMILIAR snatches of old ballad rhymes, 
As wove by border-bards in bygone 



times. 
Teeming with moonlit raids of bold emprise, 
And mortal combats caused by ladies^ eyes ; 
Such likewise formed the subjects of the themes 
On which they dwelt — till, to a land of dreams. 
Made beautiful by poesy and song. 
They found themselves in fancy borne along : 
Thus lay and song embalm or re-create the past 



In bright embodiments that shall through ages last. 
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THE DAWN OP LOVR. 



XXIV. 



Saul-Cammunian. 



^ 




EGRETFULLY they part, bound by the 
spell 

Which Love evoked, aud wishing so to dwell, 
Encharmed, in that bright-visioned wizard-land 
Within whoso faery-reahns they seemed to stand : 
Bach bore away, shrined safely in the heart, 
A fond remembrance of lifers better part — 
That intellectual flowing of the soul 
Which, mind to mind, like needle to the pole. 



Had thus attracted and entranced in strange delight. 
Till the rough world without seemed hidden from their 



sight. 
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TET. liUlTlk r^ LHTE. 



XXT. 



Spilt) in CkrisL 




YE fomid Iter tnend berond all hniBin aid. 
And eartUT hope in hopeless ndns faid : 



Still padent, she^ in calm and YhAj peace^ 
Awaiting Death amidst her Faith's increase : 



A few brief moments more — and then a last. 



Dear, loving look the dying suflTrer cast 
On all aronnd, while whispering to Nye, 
^ Weep not for me, 'tis bliss in Christ to die :' 
And so the lowly maiden meekly pass'd away, 
Borne on the wings of Faith to realms of glorious day. 
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THE DAWN OP LOVE. 



XXVI. 



!Alont. 




LONE — alone ! 0, ^tis a fearful thing 

To nurse a viper with a deadly sting ! 
And yet, although it pierce the inmost heart, 

Barth^s lonely ones themselves will point the dart 

That, with envenomM grief, doth poison life ; 

And so Nye's heart, with cankering sorrow rife. 

Caressed the thought of loneliness, till she 



Felt almost pleased with its dire miserie ; 
And but for one bright ray of hope that sunned her soul. 
The orphan maid had sunk beneath griefs heavy dole. 
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XXVII. 




^ht Jaerg Hell. 

NCE more she Cutlibert met^ not ^mid the 
glare 



Of the great city's crowded streets, but where, 

In a sequestered glade, overhung with yew, 

The lady-ferns and modest wild-flowers grew. 

There sober silence held a sovereign sway, 

Unbroken, save by the meandering play 

Of an unsullied stream, whose waters fell 

O^er shelving rocks into a mossy dell 

Near which, 'twas said, the Faery Queen had oft held 

court. 

The while her courtiers joined in merry elfin sport. 
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XXVIII. 



(&vid BtepcUcb. 



€t 




N this romantic spot the noonday rays 
Of Cuthbert^s Love dispelled griefs 
pensive haze ; 



Their mental splendour bathed Nye's soul with light. 
Till joy^s bright morn succeeded sorrow's night. 
The sense of loneliness forsook her heart. 
Though of bereavement still it felt the smart ; 
While hope shed o'er the future radiant beams. 



And read, with smiles, her fancy's fairest dreams : 
Thus through her gentle bosom Love's warm current 

stole. 
Till she in Cuthbert found the anchor of her soul. 
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THE DAWN OP LOVE. 



XXIX. 



%obt Jttbiknt* 




ER only earthly hope, from henceforth, he. 
His first and only Love, from henceforth. 



she : 



In him the orphan found a friend indeed. 

His yearning heart from hers supplied its need. 

Seasons there are when man seems truly blest. 

And life a quiet vale of halcyon rest ; 

Times when the heart is running o^er with gladness. 



As if it never more could taste of sadness : 



So Nye and Cuthbert found Love prodigal of bliss. 

And day but followed day to yield fresh happiness. 
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THE DAWN OF LOVE. 



XXX. 



DirtUDttB %obt. 




RUE bliss can only in pure Love be found. 
For Love soon dies if not by virtue 



crowned : 



As that frail flower that blooms but for a day. 
Fades with the sun and withers quite away. 
Virtue will pilot Love through shoals and rocks, 
Or fit it to withstand time's rudest shocks ; 
Unfurling freely ev'ry snowy sail 
To catch the zephyrs of Life's prosperous gale : 
Till reached the shining haven of eternal rest. 



Where virtuous Love becomes, at last, divinely blest I 
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XXXI. 



ittemarg. 




HEY often met near that same faery dell — 
Tn after-life remembered long and well. 



Its every path, and bush, and mossy stone. 
Into familiar things with them had grown ; 
The very murmur of its nameless stream 
Seemed music wedded to a well-known theme ; 
And many a time, when years had passed away. 
In dreams, they listened to its plaintive lay . 
If memory retains the changeless past so well. 
Let us with goodly stores fill evVy magic cell. 
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THE DAWN OF LOVE. 



XXXII. 



^hc iBctrothjiL 




T length, with solemn vows, they pledged 
their love, 

Imploring Heaven the union to approve : 
The nuptial day was fixed, and as the time 
Wore slowly on, they welcomed every chime 
That told another lagging hour had fled, 
And nearer brought the day when they should wed : 
No passing cloud obscured the smiles of fate, 
And Love seemed mei'ged in bliss supremely great : 
Indeed so fair was Fortune, so serene her air. 
That they would sometimes wish she were not quite 
so fair. 
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XXXllJ 



3i ShaboiD. 




THWABT tliieir hhinin^ way a iiLadow fell^ 
EclipsiDg the Cfffolgieijic^e Ixnre'js sweet 



spell 
Had shed opon their ocean of deli^ht^ 
And for a season hid it from the sight. 
Cold death 'neath Cothbert's humble roof bad come^ 
And from an earthly to a heavenly home 
His aged mother bore; and though her years 
Were ripen'd ere they fell — ^beneath his tears 
Of sorrow unconcealed — the sudden stroke of grief 
Occasioned doubts and fears that clouded his belief. 
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XXXIV. 

no hath not murmured at Life's tran- 
sientness ? 
Or looked on Death as everlastingness 
Of separation — as the power that bore 
Annihilation in the scythe which shore 
The loved ones down in ruin side by side ? — 
' Why thus remove them in youth's blooming pride ? 
Why, if not things of Chance, should Death's dire 

doom 
Consign our budding beauties to the tomb ? ' 
Thus, for the moment, even heav'nward minds will try 
To solve, in unbelief. Death's awful mystery. 
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THE DAWN OF LOVE. 



XXXV. 



58treabcttUttt 




UT she was full of years, no budding flower 
Untimely gathered in a thoughtless hour; 



And yet, to feeble human nature true. 
Unconsciously he murmured, and so drew 
A fretful heaviness of spirit down, 
A gloom that o'er his forehead cast a frown 
Quite foreign to its native openness. 

And marring quite the intellectual grace 
Which, erewhile, there had found such undisturbed 



repose — 
Calm as an inland lake that ne'er a ripple knows, 
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THE DAWN OF LOVE. 



XXXVI. 



Salb^tion'B fkn* 



t< 




HE shadow lingered not, nor yet the 
frown. 

His prayers, ascending, drew conviction down: 
Hope smiled again with his returning faith. 
And Cuthbert but beheld a Change in Death. 
His gentle Nye, in accents blandly meek, 
Constrained his deeply wounded heart to seek 
Christ's precious babn, where none in vain need look. 
And Cuthbert found it in that Holy Book 
Whose healing leaves are fraught with joy and peace 

to man — 
Whose every page reveals Salvation's mighty plan. 
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THE DAWN OF LOVE. 



XXXVII. 



SgrnpathB* 



n 




frown and shadow quietly passed away ; 
And when the body with its kindred 
clay 



Was laid, the lovers felt as if the tie 
That bound them drew them still more nigh ; 
Both orphans, friendless almost and alone. 
With no companionship except their own, 
Each for the other lived, nor ever knew 
A word unseemly, or a thought untrue : 
Earth would indeed be fair, and filled with lovely things. 



Did all our pleasures flow from Virtue's sacred springs. 
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THE DAWN OF LOVE. 



XXXVIII. 



^rue %oht. 




HEY err who say true Love is always 
crossed, 



And only ripens after chill and frost — 
No love but what is virtuous can be true, 
And Virtue ever lends Love strength anew 
To vanquish every false invading doubt. 
And from the heart to drive suspicion out : 
Some rivers of pure Love flow smoothly on. 
To brawling strife, or floods and droughts, unknown ; 
And so when Cuthbert made the gentle Nye a wife. 
Their Love shed blessings o'er a virtuous wedded life. 
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XXXIX. 

BAR after year but saw their Love 
increase — 

A Love enhanced by wealth, and health, and Peace : 
Of all the three, the last must prove the best, 
For what is wealth without a mind at rest ? 
Or what the sturdy flow of blooming health 
If pleasure may be only had by stealth ? 
Th' approving conscience far outweighs the gold 
Of all our modern Ophirs doubly told : 
Peace was the gift that sealed the Saviour^s dying 

Love — 
The Peace that ever is with Virtue interwove. 
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XL. 




ROUND their table olive plants arose, 
A family of Love, whose calm repose 



Of mind, and quiet demeanour, drew 



Deserved encomiums forth from all who knew 



Them and had hearts to value worth — 



Worth such as theirs — for ever flowing forth 
In gushing streams of bounty far and near, 
And lending to distress its ready ear : 
Domestic Love, in Peace and Piety enshrined, 
Secureth present bUss and blessing leaves behind. 
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XLI. 



J^tth* 




IME thus wore on, and changes many rung, 
But Love kept Nye and Cuthbert ever 



young. 



And when at last old age brought on decay, 
They murmured not, but passed in hope away. 
Faith is the brightest jewel of the soul. 
And safely guides the wearer to the goal 
Of lasting rest — its rays shed light around 
The doubtful pathway of Death's dark profound. 
Where cold Materialism can but blindly grope. 



Without a star to steer by, or a gleam of Hope. 
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THE DAWN OP LOVE. 



XLII. 




^he Saton of iSnbkjss ^obc. 



ULL fifty years together they through life 
Had journeyed on, as husband and as 



wife; 
Together to their Father's home they went. 
Closing the story of two lives well spent : 
They died not where the City's busy hum 
Might have disturbed their thoughts of bliss to come, 
But in this homely village finding peace. 



Awaited here the hour of their release : 



Calmly they passed from Earth to higher life above, 
In Death beholding but the Dawn of Endless Love ! " 
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OBLE LO"\rE, 



AND OTHER POEMS. 



[OYSB. 



OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 



«« 



Rises far above the level of poetic excellence. The whole tone is high, and 

the language both elegant and powerftd The book will add another leaf 

of laarel to the chaplct already worn by Mr. Bae-Brown.'* — Art-Journal. 

"It will make a mnch deeper impression than any of Sonthey's long 

epics Not only a writer of graceral and melodious verse, but entitled to a 

permanent place among our poet-philanthrupists." — Art, 

** He may yet attain to something of ' the large utterance of the earl^ gods.' 
We have, undoubtedly, true and intense feeling, wide and ftill sympathies with 
the complex sufTcring and action of our modem tune. Here (* Starved to Death ') 
is a sketch which for terrible literalness and power would make no unworthy 
pendant to the * Song of the Shirt.' " — LUerary Churchman, 

" A thoroughly enjoyable volume is this, full of earnestness, sympathy, heart. 
Mr. Bae-Brown has been at school with the Muses, of which he gives proof that 
will not make them ashamed of their scholar. This is genuine poetry, devoted 
to the service of charity, humanity, and truth." — Evangelical Magazine. 

** Outbursts of lofty thought, a keen appreciation of what is pure and beautiflil, 

and a shuddering horror of all unreality Thoughts of the tenderest 

beauty. Of the earlier productions of this author, Thomas De Quincey has 
remarked — ' I always welcomed them because of the warm human sympathies 
the^ evince, the f^reshness of imagery they display, and the purity of the st^le in 
which the ideas are clothed,* we echo ms words." — Literary World. 

" A facility of composition and a gushing sensibility of feeling— his diction is 
ornate, and reminds us firequently of the artificial diction of Thomson."— PoM 
Jfall Oaxette. 

** The characters are rapidly, charmingly, vividly delineated. * Koemer * is 
here sung in verse that sounds like a clarion ! " — Illustrated Review. 

** We had only to read a page to find our heart glowing with poetic fire. Mr. 
Bae-Brown is none of your every-day rh^rmers — he has vigour and elegance, and 
the rich colouring of the true word-pamter. He has both the minstrel's heart 
and harp ; his thoughts dance to music, and leap because of the life which 
dwelleth in them." — Sword and Trowel, 

"'Let there be Light' is a powerftil appeal on the edacation question; 
' lilaster Love ' reminds us of Herrick or Suckling." — Liverpool Daily to»t. 

*• Written with f^reedom, facility, and force, — pervaded by freshness of tone 
and purity of sentiment." — Liverpool Daily Courier. 

** Exhibit deep thought and elegance of diction ; in fact, they bear, as a whole, 
the impress of true poetic genius. In each and all there is tiie rin^ of the true 
poet." — Cambridge Chronicle. 

"Have a true spirit of poetry." — Brittol Times. 

"A bold and independent thinker as well as a poet ! .... The utterances of 
a man who has i)ondered deeply, and acquired the power to express himself 
in language always appropriate, stirring, and eloquent." — Derby Mercury. 

" With a skilfal hand he touches the tenderest chords of human sympathy." — 
Sheffield Daily Telegraph, 

"Earnest verse — earnestness is, indeed, its characteristic: and human 
interest, the only permanently appealing interest in poetry, is pleasantly 
perceptible in every page." —Q-umcetter Mercury. 
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OPINIONS OP THE PRESS. 

" ' Noble Love ' is marked by deep thought. The minor poems are numerous, 
and lit with the true fire of gemaB.fr-Bl€U!kbum Standard. 

Unafifectedly simple ; full of feeling and delicate sentiment"— JB'ssev Standard, 

Well written, and contains ennobling and elevating conceptions."— ^k^Z 
Pacquet. 

*' A valuable acquisition to the current stock of poetry; there are few poets 
of greater promise than Colin Rae-Brown." — Tiunhrxd^e Wells Gazette. 

** Mr. Bae-Brown has been long known as a genuine ix)et and a philanthropist, 
whose chief aim is to make the world better and happier. Man^ passages in 
the leading poem, * Noble Love,* are very %tnkirig."—Mdinburgh Daily Beview. 

" Pull of noble sentiment, high morality, and instructive philosophy.**— JVbr^A 
JBritith Daily MaU. 

*' We fancy ourselves reading the loveliest pieces of a second Bums or another 
Wordsworth. The land has not yet lost its hold of the sceptre so powerflilly 
grasped by Bums and Scott."— Aberdeen Herald. 

" It is now nearly twenty years since Mr. Bae-Brown became known as a poet. 
His poetry had no smaU tpnnk in it, and was highly commended by De Quincey 
and Savage Landor. His * Robert Bums ' ranks high among the many poetical 
tributes to the Bard of Coila." — Dundee Advertiser. 

** Mr. Rae-Brown has raised himself up to be a true singer amid the * shining 
ones ' of song. * Noble Love ' contains passages worthy of the pen of Words- 
worth. We rise from our perusal of his volume with the conviction that we have 
been holding intercourse, not only with a warm-hearted Christian philan- 
thropist, but with a man largely gifbed with * the vision and the faculty divine.' *' 
—Stirling Observer. 

"The genuine ring of pKjetry. Mr. Rae-Brown addresses himself to the 
advocacy of whatever is right, true, and of good report, and it is certainly a 
legitimate exercise of the poetic gift to employ it in rectifying the wrongs of 
humanity." — Dundee Courier. 

** Mr. Rae-Brown's position amongst the poets is sufficiently lofty to comm^id 
his volume as one that contauis many noble and pure thoughts, enfixed in most 
graceful setting." — Ayr Observer. 

** Embalming records of deep, pure feeling ; in verse powerftil, clear, and 
earnest. There is enough beauty and power to demand, justly, a long life, and 
a wide range of popularity." — Durham Chunty Advertiser. 

*' We find passages of gvoAt beauty, and the diction throughout is pure and 
delicate. There is much tender sympathy displayed in the description of the 
great world of London." — Kelso Mail. 

" There are touches of inspiration that appeal to sensibilities in the human 
heart which the mere rhymster can never reach." — Ayr Advertiser, 

** Fine pathos runs through the lines, like a lode of rich silver in a mine." — 
Greenock Herald. 

** Marked by passages full of lofty and beautiM thought— breathed forth in 
pure and eloquent verse." — Kinroes-shire Advertiser. 

"Indicating poetic ability, patriotic fervour, and sound religious sympathies." 
—Northern Ensign, 

*' London's devil-sneer and angel-song are finely suggested by Rae-Brown. 
Where is the free, healthy spirit that cannot see a fine truth and much beauty 
in the passage beginning * O Love, Young Love I ' " — Border Advertiser. 

" The author feels as a poet, and is graphic in his description. ' The Scottish 
Emigrant ' is very fine indeed." — Elgin Courant. 

" * Noble Love * will be received witt approbation by all lovers of pure and 
beautiful verse." — Cumberland Pacquet. 
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